THE YOUNG MELBOURNE

was already an onlooker; an active-minded, lively on-
looker, ready to respond to every thrill, every joke in
the drama: but standing a little aloof, without any
compelling desire to take part himself. He had made
his peace with the world, and on favourable terms: but
none the less the world had, in this fkst round of the
fight, defeated him. Endowed by birth with one of the
most distinguished minds of his generation, there was a
risk that he might end as nothing more than another
charming ineffective Whig man of fashion.

A risk but not a certainty: William's character had
taken shape but it was not yet set into its final mould.
And the rebellious elements within it still surged,
seeking an outlet. At moments, as we have seen, they
burst out in his talk: his Foxite idealism still sounded,
a discordant trumpet note, in the minor harmony of
his scepticism: even his intellectual arrogance was the
sign of a spirit not yet resigned to accept life just as he
found it. A change of circumstance, the pressure of a
newinfluence, and there was a chance he might yet, in
some later engagement, turn the tables on the world;
that his creative energy, gathering its forces together,
might break through the inhibitions induced by up-
bringing, and gush forth to fulfilment. There was
still a chance.

80